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CHAPTER Xfí~Continued,
'.tou are right, ßehuabc," »laid Llwell;

In a matlcr-of-fact volco, "You hado
make a oertaln thing possible. You p¡
mo proportionately to tho terrlblo rli
and for my unrivalled knowledge, Wi
yoti and' f"riro' going to shako the win
World as no two other mcrt havo o*
dono, and what will 1*6 tho end?"
"Tho end I" cried Sehtiiii-o, In a hl<

Btrnlned, unnatural voice, "Who «li
say? What man can know? Kor-et
moro tho gigantic fable or tho Crr,
and tho Man Qod will bo overthrow
Tho temple« of tho world will fall It
the l-omlnatlon of desolation, and y
und I, latter-day brlngem of ll-iht
"LucIforBÎ.Wlir kill tho pale Nn-suro;
moro surely than the SanhedrlBts a
soldiers of the past."
Thero wn« a thin mndnoBS In hi« voli

Tho great figura of the savant shift
..Uneasily In Its ohnlr.

"That follow Oortre, that abominai
young priest, hna been getting In ti
Way to-night," ho rtiild with a savn,
curso,; "I found him with Oertrudo Huí
tho woman I've spout thousands o
Tho prlcat« have got her; sho'B going
'lead a now life' Sho has 'foui
Christ' !"
Hchuubo smiled horribly, a cunnlr

smile of unutterable matlco.
"Ho linn crossed my path nlso," 1

«aid; "In' Bomo way,' by a series of o

Incidences, ho Iuih becomo slightly h
volved In our lives. Ijcnvo" the matt
to mo. So »mall a thing ¡is the fanati
Ism of ono obscure youth is nothing
trouble ub. 1 .will seo to Til« futur
But ho Hhnll Ilvo to, know what Is oor
lug to "tho world/ Tlion.It Is en*
enough. Ho thwarted mo ono nlgl
also,"
They were silent for a minuto or tw

Sir Robert lifted a long glass to his lip
Ills hand shook with passion, and tl
lee In the liquid, clinked and tinkled,

""everything Ik now roady," ho sa
at last, glancing nt. Bcnuabcv .'.'Evoi
detall. Ionldos knows .what ho has
do when lie receives the signal. He
a mere tool, and knows and cares notl
Ing of what will happen. He Is to dire«
tho excavator« In certain dlroctloiiH, tin
,1s all.' It will be thrco month«, bo I ca
culatc. after- wo havo set the mi
chlnery Jn motion, before the blow wl
fnll. It rest« with yoii now to begin,"
"The sign shall go at once," sal

Eclu-abc. His eyes glittered, his mout
worked with emotion,

"It Is a letter with a single sign o

"What is tho sign?"
"A drawing of a broken crosH."
"Before the day dawns wo will Ben

tho broken cross to Jerusalem."
Part II.-

CHAPTER I.
WHtLB LONDON WAS SLEEI*lf*U.
In tho winter, fffo or threo weeks h<

fore Christmas,'' Oortre asked Father R
pon for a ten days' holiday, and went
Walktown to spend tho time with M
Byers and Helena. Christmas itself cou
be no time of Vacation"fo.r him.tho dutl<
of St. Mary's were very heavy.sr/ 1
.natched a respite from work before ti
actual time of festival,.
Harold Epcrico Was left alone in tl

chambers at Lincoln's Inn. Tho jöurnii
1st found himself discontented,' lonely iir
-bored.: He had nùt iVU Inod- before ho
much Basil's sooicty had contributed ,1

jhis. bu-pplness during'tlie past few month;
It had grown to bo a-necessity to hh
.gradually, and,, as. Is tho-case with'a
¡cradual processes, tho lack of it .su*

prised him '.with Its.senso of Incomplete
doss and loss.
Ho had .«pent a hard summer and au

tumn over very uncongqnlal work. Fo
months there had beyi a curious lull an
.culm In tho nows-weVld. Yet day b
day the Dally Wire had to ho filled. N<:
that there -was any lack of material-
even In the dullest season the expei
Journalist *wlll tell ono that his difficult
Is what to leave out of his paper, no
what to put In, but that the materia
was uninteresting and dull. -' ¦.;
Ho felt himself that his leaden
were growing rathor stale, lacking li
spontaneity. His stylo did not glitte
and ring quite as usual. And Basil ha<
helped him through this time wonder
fully .".;.;
Ono -Wednesday.lie remembered th

day afterwards.Spenco awoko about mid
day. Ho had bson late at the office th
night before and afterwards had goa
to a club, not going to bed till aftc
four.
.Ho heard tho laundress moving abou

the chambers, preparing his breakfast
Ho shouted to her. and îtfa minuto o

two alio came in with his letters and i
cup of tea. Sho went to the wlndov
and pulled up tho blind, lotting a dreary
grey-yellow December light into the room

"Nasty day, Mrs, Buscäll," he said
.Ipplng his tea.
"It Is so, sir," the woninn said, a lean

kindly-faced London drudge from a courl
In Drury Lane. "OIvo mo a frog in m>
throat all the time, this fog does. You'fl
better let m« pour a drop of hot water
In your ibath, sir. I've got the kettle
on tho gas stove."
The laundress had ah objection to baths,

deep-rooted and a matter of prlnolple. The
dally cold tub she regarded as. suicidal,
and whon G'ortro bad arrived, her palnod
aurprlss at finding him nlso-a clergyman,
»-too addlctec to Biioh adveturous and
Injudicious habits had been as extromo
es her disappointment.
Spenco agrped to humor, her, and sho

began to preparo the bath.
"Lottor from Mr. Cyril, I see, air," she

remarked. Mrs. Buscall loved the arch¬
aeologist with more strenuousnoss than
lier other two chnrges, Tho unusual and
mysterious has a real fascination for a

certain typo of uneducated Cockney brain.
(Hands's rare sojourns at the chambers,
tho Eastern dresses and pictures In his
room, his strange .and perilous llfe-as
ehe considered It.In the vorltablo Bible
land, where Satan actually roomed the
desert In'the-form of a lion seeking whom
he might devour, all these stimulated her
crude Imagination and brought color Into
the dreary purlieus of Drury Lane.
Most of tho women around Mrs.Huscall

«rank gin, Th0 doings of .Cyril Hands
ajera BUfflclont top!" for her,
Spenco glaneod at the bulky paoket

With its Turkish stamps and peculiar
»roma.whlch the London fog had not
wet killed.of ships and alien Buns, Hands
Was a good correspondent. Sometimes he
tent general articles on the work he was
doing, not too technical, and Qmmanoy,
tho editor of Sponce'a paper, used and
bald well for thém.
But on this morning Spenco did not

feel Inclined to open the packet. It could
wait. He was not In the humour for It
|iow. It would be too tantalising to road
If those deep skies like a hard hallow
turquoise, of the flaming white sun, the
White mosques and minarets throwing
¦purple shadows' round thq cypress and
olive,
"Naque tnlrn fgnarl sumus," he rnut*

lered to himself, reoalllng the swing and
freedom of his own travels, the vivid,
plcturesqlse life .whore, at great moments,
ho had bee» one of the eyes of England,
flashing eleotiio words to tell h's country¬
men of- what. lay before him,
And now, after the chll) of his bath

und tho rasping torture of shaving in
winter, ho must light all the gas-jets
as he sat down to ¡breakfast In hi» sit¬
ting-room! !
He opened the Wire and glanced at

his own'work of the nlïht before. How
lifeless it seemed to Mini ¦

..Many: year» 9*0 *3»fehot .wrott thf»

Parliament expresses the nation's op
Ions in words woll, when It happons tl
words, not laws, nft- wanted; OfT-cif-el
matters, where wo cannot legisla
whatever the English nation thinks,
thinks It thinks, tu»,to tho crllleal evef
of tho world, whether In Donmark,
Italy or Atnorlctt, and ho tnáltor whotl:
It thinks wisely or, unwisely, that uni
something, wls0 or tin wise, will bo Hit
oughly well «mid In Parliament.'
."Wo havo never. rcitd a finer defer,

or «uch Parliamentary discussion as t
recont events lh certain contmenl
bureaucracies havo glvon rl.V to, ot
etc."
Words! words) words! that scorned

him to mferitt llttlo and matter nothln
Yet ns ho chipped his ogg ho remember
that the writing of this leader had meó
considerable mental strath. Oh, for a b
hnpponlng abroad, when ho would
sent and another would tftko up this ro
tine Work! He know ho was a far bett
correspondent than lea'dor writer. H
heart was In that work,
Thero were ono or two Invltntloi

among his letter«», two books were sei
by a young publisher, ft» friend of hi
asking If ho could get them "notlccf
In tho Wire ,a.nd a syllabus of some wli
ter lectures to bo given at Oxford Houe
His natno was thorn. He wfts to loctui
In January on "Tho Sodality of 11
Knights of St. John."
Aftor breakfast, the lunch time ot moi

of tho world, he found It Impossible 1
settle down to anything. Ho'wns not d-
at the office that night, and ;tho Ion
hours, without tho oxcltoniènt of h!
work, strotched rather hopelessly befot
him. He thought of paying' call« In th
various parts of tho West End, where h
had friends whom he had «rather negled
ed of late. But" ho dismissed that Ide
when It came, for he did not fool as
ha* could niako himself very agroeab"
to any ono, ..

He wanted a completo change of som

nort. .Ho half thought of. running dow:
to Brighton, fighting tho cold, bracln
sea winds on tho lawns at Hove, nnd re

turning the next day.
Ho was certainly out of sorts, llverlsl

no doubt, and the solution to his dlffletil
ties presented Itself to him In tho projès
of a Turkish bath.
Ho nut his correspondence / Int.

Tho.pocket of hi« overcoat, to be rend n

leisure; and drovo Jo a hamman li

J.'rmyn Street.
Tho physical warmth, Iho silence,, th

dim lights, and Oriental decorations In

duccd a supreme sense ot comfort am

bien tetre. It brousht Constantinople
back to him In vn'euo revdrlc,
Perhaps, he thought, tho Turkish bat!

In London is the only easy way to obtali
n. sudden and absoluto change of en

vironmertt. Nothing else brings dotach
mont so readily, Is .so instinct wltl
chango and the unUsual.
In delightful' languor ho passed fron

one dim chamber to1 another, .lying pront
in -the great heat which surrounded hin
like a cloak. Then the vigorous kneadliii
and massage, the gradual toning ant

renovating of each Joint and muscle, til
ho stood drenched In aromatic foam, f

now, fresh physical personality. The swlfi
divo under the India rubber curtain lot!

behind the domed dim places of heat ant

silence, líe plunged through the bottle
green water of tho marble pool Into the

hall, wher lounges stood about by small
Inlaid octagonal tables, and a thin whir
of a.fountnln tinkled among green palms!
Wrapped from head to foot In soft white
towels, he lay in a dream on content¬
ment, watching the delicato spirals from
his Calreno cigarette, and sipping the

brawn froth of a tiny cup of thick coffee.
At four a slippered attendant brought

him* à Solo and a bottle of yellow wine,
and after the light meal he fell .once more

into 'a placid, restorative sleep.
And all tho whiio tho letter from Jeru¬

salem was 1ft his overcoat pocket, for-

gotten, hung In the en tranco hall. Thi
thing which was to altor tho lives o
thousands add ich thousand-, that wn:
to bring a cloud over England moro dnrl
tthtl. menacing than It had ovor known
Iny there with Its stupendous message
Its rolonlless Influence, while outside tin
oliurch bolls all over London were tolllni
for Evensong,
At length, as night was falling, Spono»

went out Into tho lighted streets wit»
their sudden roar of welcome. Ho wai
Immensely refreshed In brain and body
His thoughts movd quickly and wall,, da
pression had loft him, tho activity of hi!
bruin was unceasing.
As a rule, especially for "the last yeai

or two, Spenco- was by no means a mat
given to casual amusements. His worl
was too absorbing for him, to have tint«
or Inclination to follow ploásure./But to
night ho felt in the humor for relaxa
tlon.
Ho turned Into St, James Street/ when

his club was, Intending to find some ont
who would go to a music hall with him
Thoro ivas no one ho know Intimately« It
tho smoking-room, but soon after ho ar
rlvod Lambert, ono of the deputy cura¬
tors from the British Museum, canto In
Spenco and Lambert had been,at .Marl-
borough togcthor.
Sponce asked Lambert, who was in

evening dreSs, to bo his companion,
"Sorry I can't, old man," ho answered;

"I've got to dine with my uncle, Bit
Michael. It's a bore, of course, bût It's
policy. Tho place will be full of High
Church biShops, minor Cabinet Ministers,
and people of that sort. I only hopo old
Rlpon will bo thoro.he's hty uncle's'tame
vicar, you know; uncle runs an expensive
church, like some men run a thoatre-
for he's always bright. and amusing.
You're not Working to-night, then7"
"So, not to-night, I've been antLJiad a

Turkish "bath, and Ithought I'd wind up
a day of.mild dissipation by going to the
Alhambra."
"Sorry I can't go too.awful bore.

I'vo had a tiring day; "too, and
a ballet would be refreshing.
"Tho governor's been In a_ tato of

filthy Irritation and nerves for 'the last
fortnight."

"Sir Robert Llewellyn, Isn't It?" ,'.
"Yes, he's my Chief, and a very good

fellow, too; a» a rule. He went away for
'several ..months, you know.traveled
abroad for his-health. When he first
came back, three months ago, he; looked
as fit as a fiddle, and seemed awfully
pleased with himself nil ' around. But
lately he's been decidedly off color, lie
seems worried about something, does
hardly any work, and always seems wait-
In and looking out for a coming event.
He bothers mo out of my life, always
coming Into my room and talking about
nothing, or speculating upon tho possl
blllty'ofall sorts fo new discoveries which
will upset'every one's theories "

"I mot him In Dieppe In tho spring.
Ho seemed nil right then, Just at the be¬
ginning Of his leave." .'

"Well, he's certainly not that now,
worse luck, and confound him. He Inter¬
feres with my work no end. Qood-byo;
sorry I must go."
Ho passed Boftly over tho heavy cár-

petof tho smoking room, and.Spenco was
left alone once more.

It was, after 7 o'clock. '

Spenco ..Wfi'-fl't hungry, yét,,,;Tho light
'mfeal in the "hammam had satisfied him.
Ho resolved to go to the Empire alone,'
hot because the. idea of Jgolng seemed
very attractive, but because' ho ha>1
planned It and could substitute nó other
way of spending the. evening for tho
first détermination. j

So, about 9 o'clock, he strolled 'into
tho huge, garish music hull.'.
He went Into the Empire, and already

his contentment ¦ was be-tnning to dio

.aw.'íjrngaln. the day seemed a tiny
trivialities, a -sordid, uneventful day
London gloom, which ho had valnty trl
to dispersa, with little fuiilo rockota
nmuscnicnt
Ho Mit down In a stall and watched

clover Juggtor. doing wonderful thin
With billiard balls. After tho Juggler
eoarsey hatidsomo Spanish girl camo Up
the stage; ho., remembered lier at J
Benin, iti PnrlB. Sho was said to bo o

of tho beauties' of Enropo and a klhs
favorite. ,

After the Spanish woman there wo
two men."brothers" snmo otic. Oi
was disguised as a donkey.a vorltab
peau ,do chagrin!.tho oilier üb a tram
and together they did liui¡.<hable things.
AVIth a sigh he went up atnlrs ar

moved slowly through the thronged pron
onn.de. Tho hard faces of tho mon ai

women repelled him.' One elderly JeWlsl
looking person reminded hi in of n. grei
gray slug. Ho turned into the Amoiict
bar at ono extremity of tho horsesho
it was early yet, and the big room, plcai
nntly cool, wás quito empty. A ma

brought him a long, pnrtl-colorcd drinl
.lie felt tho pressure of a packet in h

pockot, It "was Cyril Hands's letter, 1
found as ho took It out. Ho tholight <

young Lrimbbrt at the club, a friend (

Hands and follow-worker In tho stim
field, and Innguldly opened tho letter.
Two women came In and Bat at a tabl

not far from him as ho .began to rent
Ho was tho only man In tho placo, an

they regarded him with a tense, con

scions Interest.
Thoy saw him open a bulky envelop

with a careless, .manner.' Ho would loo
up soon, they expected.
But as they watched they saw a aud

den, swift contraction Of the brows, i

ntornentous convulsion of every foatur*
His head bent lower towards tho man¬

uscript- They saw that he became vor;
pal«. ¦'¦'<

Iti a minuto or two what had: at firs
seemed a. singular paleness Recamo t

frightful ashen color.
"That'Johnny's going to be 111." one o:

I the women said to Um other.V-
As she spoke they saw tho face chango
A lurid excitement hurst upon' it Ilk«
a .flame. Tho eyes glowod, the moutl
settled Into swift purpose
Spenco took up his hat and left th*

room with quick, decided stops.
" 1I<

1 tlircadiîd his way through Iho crowt

round the circle-r-llke a bod of orchids
surrounded-by heavy, poisonous scents-
and almost ran into the street.
A cab was waiting. He got Into It, an,

.inspired',byhis words and appearance,
¦tho.man !drovo;furlqusly down dark Gar-
rlck Streot,*,and tija blazing Strand to.
wards the offices of' the Daily Wire.
The. great building of dressed stone

which .stood .In the middle of "'-Fleet
Street was dark. The* advertisement hails
nnd -business offices' were closed, ."

Spencepaid hlfl'man and dived down' a

long, narrow passage', paved, and with
¦high walls on either side. At the end of
the passage ho pushed open some battered
swing-doors. .'A commissionaire in'a Utile
hutch touched, his Vtip as Sperlce ran up
a-broad flight O.f stone stairs. ¦' ^

-The Journalist,-turned down n long
corridor with doors on either side, .The
glass fanlights :bver the doors showed
that all tho rrpoms 'wero brilliantly., lit
wlthIn.'(Tho pliicV was very^.qüle.t, save

for tho'distant1 cUçklng ff'.-a typewriter
and:,tho thud, ¡ot^ "tolumh-prlnter" tape
machine as, ifia-irtrivt'el carrier shot back
for.,a heW/'-flne,,,,.,
Ho opened à.'dqor'.'with, his own name

"paliited^n'it "andv*went Inside. At a very
.large wrltlhg-tábíe, on which stood two

¡Shaded electric lights, an elderly man,
heavily -bulltT and,'J bearded, was writing
on small slips of. paper. There was an¬

other, table In the" room, a great many
,'books oh shelves, »upon tho walls, and a
'.thick carpet.. The.'big man looked up as

Spenco came in, lifted a cup of tea which

Was standing by him, fi.hti drank a 111
ITo nodded without speaking, and wt

on With hin leading article.
Spenco took off his hat and coat, dr

thn sheets of Hand's lottor from
pocket, and wont out Into the passa
At tho extreme end ho opened a do
nnd passing round a red balzo sere
found himself in Omtnaney's room, l
centro of tho great web of brains o

machinery which daly gavo tho Wlro
tho World.
Omtnaney's room was vory large, war

and bright. It was also extremely th
Tho -wrlting-tab--«, had little on It so

a groat Mottlng-pnd and an Inkstai
Tho books on chairs and shelves wt

neatly arranged,
Tho editor sat at a table In tho cont

of the room, facing sevornl doors whl
led Into various department- of the stn
Tho chief sub-editor, a -short, alort p<
son¡ spectacled and Jewish in aspei
stood by Ommnnoy's sido ns Spenco car
In. Ho had proof of pago thrco In i
hand.that portion of thn papor will
consisted of nows which had accumulât'
through the day. Ho was submitting
to tlio editor, so that, tho wholo she
might bo finally "passed for press" ai

"go to tho foundry," whero tho tyj
would bo .prosse'd Into papler-macl
moulds, from whloh tho final curvi

plates for tho roller machines would 1
cast.
"Not at all bad mako-up, Levita," On

manoy said, as ho Initialled the marg:
In .blue...pencil. The sub-editor hurrlt
from th0 rooiti. ':
Ommáhey was slim and pale, oarefull

dressed,, and of medium height. Ho d!
not look vory old. His mVtstacho wr

«golden'and-carefully tended, his pal
honoy-nolourod hair waved ovor a hlg
white forehead.
"I shall want an hour," Spenco sal

"I've just got what may bo tho moi

stupendous nows ¿ny newspaper ha
ovor published."-
Tho edlton looked up quickly,

flash of Intorost passed over his palt
immobile fnco and was gone. Ho knoi
that. If Spenco spoko like this tho occa

slon was momentous.
Ho looked at his watch. "Is It new

for to-night's paper?".ho said.
"No," answered Spenco. "I'm tho Onl;

¦man In England, I think, who has It yet
Wo shall gain nothing by printing to

night. But wo must settle on a coursi

of action at once. That won't wait
You'll understand whon I explain."
Ommancy nodded. On tho writing

tablo was a mahogany stand about a foo

square. A circle was described on It
and all round the circle, llko tho figure.«
on tho fnco of a clock.,wore little Ivorj
tablets an incl»/ Hongi wjth a imme

printed on each. In-' tho center of the
circle à: vulcanlto handle moved a«Btee
bar working on a pivot, Ommnno'y turnee"
the -hnndle till tho end .of tho bar rested
over tho tablet marked

{ COMPOSING ROOM
He picked up tho receiver and trans¬

mitter of a portable' tele'phono and. asked
one or two questions.'...
When ho .had'communicated with sev¬

eral other rooms In this way Ommaney
turned to Spence.
"All rlglit," ho said, 'T can glvo you

an hour now. Things aro fairly easy
to-night."
Ho'got up from the wrltlng-tablo and

¦Bat'-;down'by tho fire. Spenco took a

ohqlr opposite' ..._J'J;i-
Ho «eemod dn.e.. -Ho was .trembling

With exclteinent, his face was palo .with
It, yot, above and beyond this agitation,
thoro was almost fear In his eyes,

.'-'It's a dlscovory In Pu!est!ne-v-at Jo.,
rusaient;"- ho said; In a low, vibrating
voice, spreading out tho thin, crackling
sheets of forolgn note-paper on his knéo
and arranging thorn in order.
"You know Cyril Hands, tho agont of

the Palestino Exploring Fund?"
"Yes, quito well by reputation," said

Omnianoy, "and I've mot bim onöo c
twice, Very Bound mail."
"These papers are from him. Thé,

seem 'to bo of tremendous Importance, o

a slgnlilcanco that I can hardly gras;
yet,"
"What Is the nntiifo of them?" askci

the editor, rising from his chair, power
fully aftcelcd In his turn ~-W,~ Spenco':
manner,
Harold put hi» Imnfl up to hie 4hroal

pulling at his collar; tho apple moved u;
and down convulsively.
"The Tomb!" Spoiiee gasped. "Thi

Holy Tomb!"
"What do you moan?" asked Omma

noy, "Another^ supposed burkit-placo o
Christ.like tho Times business, whei
thoy found tho Gordon Tomb, and Canoi
¡MacColl wrotn such a lot?"

Ills faoo fell a little. This, though In
foresting enough, and fine "news copy,'
was less than ho hopod,
"No, no," cried Spenco, getting hli

volco back at laat and spoaklng like <
man In acuto physical pain. "A not\
tomb has boon found. Thero is an In¬
scription In Oreck, written by Josoph oi

Aramathcti, and thoro are other traces,'
His volco failed him,
"Go on, man, go on!" said the odltor.
"The Inscription.tolls that Joseph-

took the body of Jesus.from his own
garden tomb.he hid it In this place.
the dlaclploa never knew.It Is a con¬
fession-" _!
Ommnney was as white aa Spenco now
"Thero are other contributory,proofs,'

Spenco contlnuod. "Hands says it Is cer¬
tain, All tho details are here, read-'.'
Ommandy stared fixedly at his lieu

t.ortaht.
"Then, If this is true,',' ho whispered

"it mcansl."
"THAT CHRIST NEVER ROSE FRO»

THE DEAD, THAT CRISTÍANITY I!
ALL A LIE."
Spenco slipped back in his chair a llttb

and fainted; '. -

With the assistante of two mCn fron
one of tho other rooms they brought hin
back to. consciousness, before very long
then -while Ommnney -road the papors
Spenco sat nervously In. his. chair, sipping
,Bcmc brnndy-ancl;Water they hac
brought him and trying to stnoko a cigar¬
ette with a palsied hand..
Tho-editor finished at last. "Pull your¬

self togethor, Spenco,", ho said Bharply.
"This is no timo for sentiment. I know
your beliefs, though.-"".'do not share them,
and I can sympathize with you. But keep
yourself off all private.thoughts now, We
must bo extremely careful what wo aro

doing. Now liston carofully tome."
Tho keen voice'. r'otisod Sponce; 'He

rrado-, a tremendous effort.at self-control,
V "It-seems," Ommarioy wont on, "that
.wo alono know of this discovery. Tho
secretary of tho Palestine Exploring So¬
ciety -will not receive the hews' for an¬
other week, Hands says. Ho seems stunned,
ivnd no wonder1. .; In about, a fortnight
his detailed papors will probably bo pub¬
lished. I seo he has already tolographed
privately for Dr. Schmouldor, thé Gorman
expert. Of, course you and I are hardly
compotcnt to Judge of-"the¿valúo of this
communication, To mc.speaking- as a

layman.It seems, extremely clear. But
wo must, of course, Bee a specialist be¬
fore publishing .anything.' If this nows

is truo"-and I wpuld.glve all I am. worth
if it -were not, though I am no Chrls-
tlan-fof sourse, .you' realize that the fu¬
ture'history of tho world is changed? I
hold in my hand "somothlng that will
come to millions and millions of peoplo
as an; utter extinction of: hope and light,
It's. Impossible, to say what will happen
Moral law will bo abrogated for, a time.
Tho whole moral fabric of socloty will
fall Into ruin at onco until it can adjust
Itself to tho new state of things. There

...Around the World-- Westminister Abbey...
As the Pantheon of, Great Britain,

which many of Its greatest son3 e

dnughtors aro entombed, Westmlns

Abbey has bocomo one of the show plat
of London. Its interest ao a church

overshadowed by that felt in its asso

atlons as a national place ot sculptu
This subordination or the building,
tho popular mind at least, results In

small measure from its proximity to t

houses of Parliament, with their lot

towers, which shut it off from the rlv

and malte its west front the only pol
which may bo studied In perspective wl

igood effect,
Tho honor of entombment in Westmii

stor Abbey has long been considered t)

greatest that could bo shown tho ash«

of England's Illustrious dead. Yet man

other churches claim the bodies of fa

mous Englishmon. A number of th

kings of England are burle«} at Wlndsoi

and nearly every .cathedral in the coun

try has Its tombs of notable personage.
Nelson's cry at Trafalgar was, "Victor

or Westminster Abbey!" He achlevet

victory and lost his Ufo, but It was no'

In Westminster Abboy, but at St Paul's

that Ke was entombed, There, yean

.later, tho Duke of Wellington was laid

besldo him,
Westminster Is famed perhaps as mucli

for Its monuments erected to the mem¬

ory of persons not burled thero ns for Its

tombs, Theso aro numerous and varied,
and spoalal Interest attaches to some of

thero.suit!, for example, as are to be

found In the Poet's Corner, which is ai;

the eastern angle of the south transept,
Tho celebrated tomb In the corner Is

that of Chauoer, the father of English
poetry,

-*¦

The list of persons burled or cominero'

orated at Westminster is »o long that

one must be deeply versed |n history to

know half tho names, notwithstanding
that only the groat are supposed to be

thus honored. The abbey holds the mor¬

tal remains of two striking historical
figures, however, whoso pames will neve,
become obscure. They are Elizabeth, the
Virgin queen, and Mary Queen of Scots,
Among others of royal blood burled hero
ai« Jame« I£ James llt Quocn Anne and

George H, Here Ho many admirals,

genwftH. gUt-Sinon« divine», a« pf,
letters and actors and notressos. Thoro

wo* Piion objection. 1» tht p.tts_ to. tb«,
entombment of persons of tho latter pío«
fc.älou la VV'-'iitmiii-t-f, and old Sir God-

frey Knollor, who had a habit of dlrec

speech, Is credited with having said 01

his deathbed: "By God, I will not b

burled in Westminster. (They do bur:

fools thorol"
Pope, after reading one of the length;

epitaphs on a tomb In tho abboy, wrote

Friend/ for your epitaphs I grlov'd,
Whore still sp much Is said;

One-half will never T>e beltev'd,
The other never read.

These ploasantrlos, notwithstanding,
no national monument contains more

things worthy of study than Westmin¬
ster. In It England's kings and queens

.have been orowned for near a thousand

years. The abbey claims an antiquity
dating from Sobort, king of tho East

Saxons, who Is said to have foundod It

In the year 610, Various logonds are re¬

lated of miracles performed there In the

early history of Christianity in Great

Britain.
The original churoh, or abbey, Is men¬

tioned In an anolent chartor, bearing
date of 785, It stood originally by the

riverside, on a kind of sandy Islet, and

Its first worshippers numbored many nah¬

men and boatmen of the Thames,

The present abboy was foundod by
Edward tho Confossor, was dodlcated to

St, Peter, and derived Its name from at

first being called the church, or mlnstor,
west of St, Paul's. It was flftoon years

In building, and was dedicated In 1066, a

week before Edward died. It was built

In the Roman style, and was considered
a Btruoture of rnatohless grnndour and

beauty, ft had spires of wood, and Its
roof was covered with load.
Time's ravages and tho eliminating

processes of reconstruction have left only
a few fragments of the substructure of

this anclont edifice, on which the pres¬
ent, abbey wns reared,
The greater pert of the present struo-

turo dates from tho fifteenth century.
Some of Its more important architectural
details aro tracoablo to Sir Christopher
Wren, the oelobratod archltent of 8t,
P(<.ul'8, who was omploy«d..to repair |t,
lu tho reign of Charles II,
The abboy Is 611 feet long.' and Its

ttanscpta 303 feet acres--, Ita towers are

236 feat Mfh, " y

will bo war alt ovor th« world; crime.>:
will-cover England llku a cloud."." -."HHis volco faltered as the.t-rrlM_'"pU-*.,j.
turo grow In his brain.
Both of thorn folt that mere words wett*.;

utterly unablo to expresa tha horrdra)«
which thoy saw dawning.
"Wo don't know tho truth yet," saietV;

Spenco, at length.
"No," answered Ommanoy. "Ï am hdl||

going to speculate on It elthûr, t am bo-'/
ginning to réalisa what we.-.nrft dénMïr$i
with, Ono man's brain canot hold all:';.í
this'. &o lot mo ask you to regard this
matter for tho prescht, .simply from .th'éïi,
standpoint of tho paper, nnd through it,
ot course, from tho standpoint of publlo is
policy-*-" ,-.:'
Ho broke off suddonly, for thor. wh(_: y

a knock at the door. A commissionaire §}
ontared with a telegram. It was fof-'i
Bpenco. Ho opened tho ottovoiopo, read'',
tho contents with a groan,'and passed It
to tho editor,
Tho tologrnm was from Hands:
"Schmouldor entirely confirms dis« ...-.

çovery, Is communicating first Instanc».'
With Kaiser privately, fuller details in
mall, con for Ommanoy, make statement '¡i
to secrotary society, uso 'wire medium'-»
publicity, leave all to ,you, see Prlm_:.v
Minister, sonfl.out Llwollyn behalf gov .;
ernment Immediately, tnoanwhll© suggest ,:
attitude suspended dcolslom, personallyv
fear Httlo doubt,.Hand-." '..
"Wo must act at once," said Cm*.,

maney. "Wo have a.fearful responsi«:'
billty now. It's not too much to sa*
thnt everything dopohda on tu», Havg :1
you got any of that brandy left 7 irj",;;
head throbs liko an engine."
A sub-editor who camo In and wag'-

Ibrlofly dismissed told his colleagues that';!
something was, going, on In tho editor** í¡
¦room of an extraordinary nature. "Thé S
chief was actually drinking a-.pog, and
his hand shook like a leaf."
Ommaney drank tho spirits.he,-was._&'¦:'¦

absolute teetotaler as a rulo,'though ;nat-C
pledged In any way to 'abstlnencor-andit i.
revived him.
"'Now let us try and think," he said,.;¦

lighting a clgaretto and walking up and í'í
down tho room.
Sponco Ut a clgaretto also. As ho did

so ho gavo a, »atiddon, sharp, unnatural
chuckle, He was smoking when the Llght>)|
of tho World.tbo whole great world!,!
.was flickering Into darkness,,
Ommanoy saw hint and interpreted th«'.;

thought. Ho. pulled him up at onco wdtlt4!
a few .'. sharp words, for he know that-'';;
Spenco'was close upon hysteria.
"From a. nows point oí vieiw," he-con-'í?

tlniiod,. "wo hold fill the .cards, No: on«;,;
clso knows what we know. I n.m certaln/ï
that tho Gorman papers: will publish-;
nothing for a day or two. Tho EmperoÉi^
will:toll them nothing, and they can hava;;
ho other -source ,b- Information; so' J.-Í
gather from thl3 telegram. Dr. Schmould-v'
er will hjpt say. anything until he haaini*
structlona from POts'iTatn..' Thal.nieahé'1!
I neod not. publish, anything In tet-mór?'.%
row's paper. .It will relievo mo of a-gréat3:
responsibility. Wo shall bo first in tiiO:''!
Held, but I shall still havo a few. hours
to consult, with others," ,'f
Ho pressed a bell on the table. "Tell'ï

Mr. Jones I w'sh to see him,", ho told the¦¦¦
boy who answered ttt-"-1_mmons, '.-.'
A young man carne in, the editor of ."'.'

tho "persoiial" column.
"Is tho Prime:Minister in town, Mr.:,

Jones?" ho asked.
"Yes, sir; .he's hero > far three mor«,-:

day.."
VI\shall, send .a,, message n.w," said,-'

Ommaney,. "asking for ait ".interview In!;
an hour's time. '.'. I know. h0. W'll'sea,1
mo. Hto know« that IWould not* come:.-
at this hour unless tliiS matter wore of-,
national Importance. As you ,know,. wrf ¦-

aro very much In tho-confidence óf.thié
cabinet Just, now. I daro not wait tlljr
to-morrow." Ha rapidly wroto a not» '¦
and sent for Mr. Polllott Farmer,
Tho blg-beardod man from Sponce's room

..entered, smoking a briaf pipe.
"Mr. Farmer," said Ommaney, "I sup.':-

pose you'vo done your leader7"
'ISent It up-stalra ten minutes ago," said'i

tbo big man.
"Then I want you to do mo a tnyrmrS

Tiho matter Is so Important that I do 'hot;.
dike to trust any ono else. I want your';
to drive to Downing Street at once .aiíií
hard aa you can go. Take this -letter^
for. Lord .. It Is making an appoint-*
tnont for mo in an hour's time. .He must.:
see--It himself at once^take my card..'
One of tho secretaries will try and put'yotïV.
off, of course. This is irregular, but,It'.'-,
is of international importance. When'' % \
tell you this you will realize tl-.at Lord ..~*..)
irnust eco tho note. Bring me back tlviv
anBwor as rapidly tta you can." ;¦.
Tho oldorly man.his name was a house*';.

hold word as a political wrlteir all over,,;
England and the Cdhtlnont.nodded wlth^..;.
out speaking, took ,tho letter, and loft th« ;
room Ho know Ommanoy, and realiaedi;-;
that If ho made a mossenger boy of hlro¿ffi
.Folllott Former, tho matter was of »u«
promo importance.
"That is the only thing to do," otAtL'.'-l

Ommanoy, "No one olso would be po_«..;;
Bible. The archbishop,would laugh. ,W«:<
must go to the real head. I only Tron."--?,
to put myself- on the safe side before)
publishing.
"If thoy meet mo properly, then for th«-^

next few days wo can control publia¡-4
opinion. If not, then it Is my duty.t__y§
publish, and If I'm not officially backed- s
up thoro may bo war In a week. Mace«.'-^
donla would ba flaming. Turkish fanatic»^
would embroil Europe. But »that will be» .;(
soon at onco In Downing Street, unless ¦..

I'm very much mistaken."
"It's an awful, horrlblo risk we ar» '.

running," said Sponco. Ho was forget-',;-',
ting all personal impressions In the e_>:;;;
cltemont of tho work; tho Journalist WM'Jí
ailvo in him. "Hands'a .letter and dla..j>
grams seem so flawless; ha ha« >x-Vj
hauslod ovory mcana of disproving what;;
ho says; but still supposing that it la
all untruol"
"I look at It'this way," said Ommanej», .5

"It's perfectly obvious, at any rate, thai
the dlscovory is of tho first Importance, v
rognrded as news, Hands has tho reputa-
tlon of being a thoroughly safe man, and

'

now ho la supported by Schmouldor. ';'
Schmouldor is, of course, a man of world»
wldo reputation, As thoso two are coK
tain, oven If later opinion or discover* f

provea tho thing to be untrue, tho paper '-,
can't suffer. Our attltudo will, of course, ;;,:
bo non-committal, tintll certainly ono way'.¦¦'
or tho other comes, At any rate, It seem*)\}h
to me that you havo brought in tho great* »'-i«
cat newspaper 'scoop' that has ever been.'.¦.'
known or thought of, For my part, . ::
huvo little doubt of the truth of thlg. vi'
Can't go into it now, but It seem« so vory,'.*j
vu-.' probable. It explains, and even
corroborates, and that's the wonderfu^Vj,
thing, so much of the Gospel narrative,};;-!
Wo shall seo what Llwollyn say». I've,
more to go Into, but, meanwhile, J mugtV.Sj
make, arrangements for setting un,
Hnnfls's papors. Then thero are th# '.'.
Inscriptions, too. Of course, thoy rouet, /
bo reproeluced In fao,simile. As we can't r")
print (n half-tone, X must havo tho phota«-1
graph turned Into an absolutely correct \i¡
Un« drawing, and have line blocks made. *;
I shall have pulls Of the whole thing pr«r»í|
pared and sent by post to-morrow at invav^
night to tho editors of all tha daille. fi-'.t'á
London and Paris, and to tho heads ©'.''¦¦¦¦'
tito churches. I . ahull also prepare t»'"1
statement, showing exactly how the docti-¦..¦«»:
monts have cotuo Into our possession :;
and what stops we are (afclriir. I «bed,A'i!
write the thing to-nl_ht, after 1 hafiiA:*
seen the Prime Minister."
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